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O my father, William Thomas 

Walker, the most upright and in- 
dustrious man I ever knew, this volume 
is affectionately dedicated. 


FOREWORD 


O me the old farm on which I was reared will always 

be held in the same esteem as that of a mother. It 
nourished me, it chastised me, it clothed me, it loved me. 
And, since reaching manhood, whenever I wish to be a boy 
again in body, mind, and soul, I simply lay down everything 
and go back to the old farm where I ramble about the hills, 
the creek, and thickets as I used to do before I learned so 
much of the great amount of the dross in life. 

It was on one of these return trips that I learned that I 
was simply the incarnation of the old farm, and that the 
Chickamauga Creek, with charming manners at times, yet 
turbulent in floodtimes, the green and rocky hills, the birds, 
the flowers and everything else there, had so indelibly influ- 
enced my character that I could see all of these places re- 
flected in my nature. Environment surely leaves its perpetual 
stamp in the character of the young and we cannot get 
around it. I have tried to express this feeling in the selection 
entitled The Incarnation. 

To me a farm is simply one massive volume of poetry 
that is being dramatized daily. There is poetry and the best 
of rhythm in everything and in every event on the farm. 
The movements of the streams is the most musical sort of 
verse; the songs and actions of the birds are rhythmical; 
the growth of the plants, and the development of the flowers 
is classic poetry. Yea, even the disintegration of an humble 
clod is literature! 

But the sensations of a floating feather, or that of a wisp 
of cotton, steal over me, in later years, when I ramble with 


Vil 


feet and mind over the old farm. Probably retrospection is 
wholly responsible for this dreamy sensation, which I have 
tried to intimate in Ghosts. Retrospection resurrects old 
memories and the faces of old friends and relatives gone 
forever, and these in time change what have been realities 
into simple dreams. 

Despite all these sensations, I revel in frequent journeys 
back to the old farm, for there I can lay my mental burdens 
down, and let the magic in the song of the creek, the cardi- 
nal, and the wood thrush, recharge my soul with a vitality 
entirely beyond the reach of age. 


RoBERT SPARKS WALKER. 


Triple Tree Tangle, 
Chattanooga, 
Tennessee, 


1927. 
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My Father s Farm 


COWBELLS 


Cowbells that tinkle in the morning, 
The bells that hush at noon, 

Are those that ring at evening, 
And mellow with the moon. 


The music’s floating in the meadow, 
And strains enrich the lane 

Where cows are lazily a-grazing 
On grass and on the grain. 


Throughout the day we hear them tinkle, 
Except when in the shade 

The cows are patiently awaiting 
For sunbeams hot to fade. 


There are soft tones whose pitches vary; 
In harmony they ring, 

And nothing steals their sweetness, 
Except when thrushes sing. 


All these are evening’s solemn warning 
That day is almost done, 

And when the dew begins its forming, 
They’re blended with the sun. 


Among the herd are many faces 
That at the sound of voice 

Come lightly stamping, tramping homewards, 
And make my heart rejoice. 


Each cow has fragrant lips dew-moistened, 
And eyes a-beaming bright, 

With bell that bears a cheerful tinkling 
In tone that’s soft and light. 


[1] 


Of all the peaceful sounds abounding 
About the quiet farm, 

Those from the cowbells gently tinkling 
Are those with super-charm. 


At dusk I hear them softly ringing, 
I hear them at the dawn; 

I hear them ringing in the meadow, 
T hear them on the lawn. 


[2] 


THE AVIAN EDITOR 


The Mocker was the notebook kept 

Of songbirds while the earth was young; 
This record we must now accept 

Of songsters who have never wept, 
For where the avian songs are sung 

The Mockingbird must stand alone 

A living, feathered graphophone. 


I trow the birds must like to hear, 

In Mocker’s literary style, 
Quotations of their own good cheer, 

In accents shrill, though sounding queer; 
When he has all he can compile 

Of copied notes from other birds, 

He sets their music to their words. 


Could I but guess his motives, or 
The vocal message that he brings, 

Whatever God has made him for, 
He is the avian editor, 

Whose spoken word in rapture rings; 
He edits well with zeal and zest 
The breezy Avian Song Digest! 


[3] 


THE CLOVER HILLSIDE 


I often think of a fragrant field 
That framed a patch of corn, 
Whose crop was more than a full yield 
Of clover blossoms borne. 


The forest sentinels gazed down, 
And watched the blossoms blow 

Upon a red and greenish gown 
Beneath the sunset glow. 


The stony creek went splashing by, 
And chuckled on its way; 

It joined the click of mower’s cry, 
And bore the scent of hay. 


Down by its edge where bamboos stood, 
A muscadine o’erhead, 

Went rambling through the shady wood, 
And held by tendril thread. 


Close by, the rabbit raised her young, 
And cricket chirps were heard; 

The bumblebee with super-tongue 
The clover blossoms stirred. 


The katydid there played a tune 
To yellow-breasted chat; 

A harvest fly flew not too soon 
For digger wasp’s combat. 


At dusk when clover leaflets slept, 
The bats flew through the air, 
And busy nighthawks swiftly swept 

In search of dinners there. 


[4] 


The twinkling of dewdrops at morn 
On blooms of cloverhead, 

Were like my childish bright hopes born 
That by my side lie dead! 


[5] 


THE COMING OF THE SNOWS 


All day the clouds have promised 
To give the earth a gown 
Of purest white that twinkles 
With jewels hanging down; 
At evening in the barnlot, 
Clouds move about o’erhead, 
With here a tint and there a hint 
Of snows that fairies tread. 


I hear the clock at midnight; 
It slowly counts the hours; 
The once wild winds are lying 
As still as opening flowers; 
I know the snow is coming 
With stockings on its feet; 
In depths of night in garments white, 
The earth it’s sure to meet. 


As silent as the sunset 
That follows after morn, 
We see at glint of daybreak, 
An earth that’s newly born; 
So pure its face is spotless, 
The trees are bending low, 
And densest woods are wearing hoods 
Made of the whitest snow. 


The woods for once are pathless, 
The country’s without roads; 
Man’s blind to objects lowly, 
Where once he bore his loads; 
Each slender garden paling 
Is tipped with icy crown; 
The old fence posts have changed to ghosts, 
The woodpile wears a gown. 


[6] 


The cunning snow has hidden 
The ax, the wedge and maul; 
The snow from paths is shoveled, 
And rolled into a ball; 
Snowmen with stern behavior 
Are built upright in yard; 
The sled and sleigh light hearts convey 
O’er roads with surface scarred. 


The colt loosed from the stable, 
In silence stands amazed 
And wonders at the whiteness 
Of pastures where it grazed; 
Winds blowing steal the burdens 
From tree tops and pine cones; 
The muffled crash of falling trash 
Breaks from woodpecker thrones. 


The second day shows pictures 
Made in white snowy prints 
Of feet of rabbits searching 
For food where grow the mints; 
Field mice and rats are clawing 
The snow from round the stumps, 
And wren and quail have made a trail 
That leads to weedy clumps. 


And after days of basking 
Neath trees and tramping feet, 

The snow that looks care-laden, 
Seems anxious to retreat; 

Each day it shrinks a little, 
Beneath the warmest ray; 

And in the same soft way it came, 
In silence goes away! 


[7] 


HANS NIPPER 


Hans Nipper tilled a fertile farm 
On Chickamauga Creek, 

Where drouths in summer do not harm 
Potatoes plump and sleek. 


And from the time that Hans was young, 
Of wealth he daily dreamed, 

And to a silver dollar clung, 
Until the eagle screamed. 


Now, Nipper had a secret way 
Of making old clothes last; 

Ere buying new ones he would say, 
“SA decade shall go past!” 


His clothing was so worn to shreds, 
His flesh was often seen, 

A-peeping through the meshy threads 
Like dodder on the green. 


Hans Nipper’s patient little wife, 
A faithful soul was she, 

Enforced throughout their married life, 
Hans’ strict frugality. 


“Hans dear,” she sometimes thus began, 
“Let’s burn your ragged suit; 

A shame it is for any man 
To squander his repute!” 


This weird remark made Nipper mute, 
Though he, himself, had thought 

That for a man of his pursuit, 
Clothes sometimes should be bought, 


[8] 


“Ten long years, I will be blest, 
Since Nipper, bless the man, 

Has come home shaved and newly dressed 
Her caustic comments ran. 


}»> 


When this soliloquy Hans heard, 
His heart was made to burn; 

He vowed he’d make her words absurd, 
Before the night’s return. 


The bony team was hitched up to 
The wagon filled to top 

With sweet potatoes that Hans knew 
Would make the merchants hop. 


Ere from the driveway he withdrew, 
He quickly hurried back, 

To kindly bid his wife adieu, 
And hide his treasure-sack! 


Before the journey was resumed, 
And highway ran into, 

His mind remorsefully assumed 
A retrospective view. 


“T never more with careless dress, 
Shall give my wife affright, 
But ample clothes, a sweet caress, 
Shall be her heart’s delight. 


Today I’ll show her that beside 
In me’s a latent streak 

Of wit, is undiscovered pride,” 
He to himself did speak. 


[9] 


Before he crossed the Brainerd Bridge, 
There rose far in the west 

The forest trees on Mission Ridge, 
That grew along its crest. 


From Mission Ridge he saw spread o’er 
McCallie Avenue, 

That leads to Chattanooga’s door, 
Dust clouds that denser grew. 


When driving near the edge of town, 
A tall church spire was viewed, 
And thinking of a future crown, 
His pledges were renewed. 


The rattling noise of wagon wheels, 
The city it proclaimed; 

The busy crowd brought thoughts of deals, 
Where dollars brightly flamed. 


When Hans’ potatoes had been sold, 
A clothing store was sought, 

And with his treasured pile of gold, 
Some garments new were bought. 


When bundles were in wagon placed, 
Hans climbed into the seat; 

Frowns from his brow were now erased 
By thoughts of garments neat. 


“Hud up!” the lusty team did start, 
And Nipper drove away, 

Right glad to leave the busy mart, 
And all its vain array. 


[10] 


He found much time to meditate 
About the better plan, 

To change his clothes, surprise his mate, 
And others of his clan. 


The clouds of dust that rudely rose, 
The highway it befogged, 

But onward in a partial doze, 
Benighted, Nipper jogged. 


The travellers left the thoroughfare 
Till Hans was left alone; 

The stars beamed through the autumn air, 
The half moon brightly shone. 

The sounds of hoofs on wooden floor, 
The Brainerd Bridge announced; 

And midst the Chickamauga’s roar, 
“Whoa!” Nipper outward bounced. 


Then east and west his eyes surveyed 
To see that all was well; 

But when the lead-horse keenly neighed, 
With fright on knees Hans fell. 


When all was still, and he could speak, 
Hans stripped from head to feet, 

And threw his clothes into the creek 
To make the deed complete. 


When on the wagon hub he stood, 
And reached for his new clothes, 
And there discovered that for good, 
That they were lost, he froze! 


[11] 


Then peering o’er the creek below, 
He tore his hair and swore; 

In Nature’s suit, in moonlight glow, 
And four miles from his door. 


Hatless, garbless, Hans looked around, 
And shuddered when he saw 

His awkward shadow on the ground, 
Portrayed on dust and straw. 


Then walking to his fretful team, 
He slapped their backs to feel 

If what he saw was all a dream, 
Or if the facts were real. 


The biting winds his flesh did chew, 
Benumbed became his skin; 

Into the seat he sprightly flew, 
And homeward he did spin. 


He lashed the team, the dust was stirred, 
The roadside objects near, 

Went flying by like frightened bird 
When overcome with fear. 


The half moon’s face fn laughter reeled, 
Orion loosed his belt, 

The Pleiades their eyes concealed, 
For they embarrassed felt! 


The lashing whip, the wagon’s roar, 
And driver cold and bare, 

Made people wonder more and more, 
And at the object stare. 


[12] 


The screech owls moved for miles around, 
The dogs began to howl, 

And quacking ducks upon the ground, 
Aroused the swine and fowl. 


When one old horse turned back his head, 
To see the creature that 

Was driving him, he turned and fled, 
And raced with owl and bat. 


With bulging eyes and beastly snort, 
They plunged through frosty air, 

They sought relief, a safe resort, 
Where masters go not bare. 


The driver nude,—a sculptured ghost,— 
Caused negroes on the way, 

Who dread a haunt, or phantom host, 
To fall on knees and pray. 


The tired pedestrians on the road, 
Tall trees and fences scaled; 

Midst screams of fear they trembling stood, 
While Hans and team regaled. 


A fiery man with wiry span 
Who met the fleeing pair, 

Turned round and led a homeward van, 
And raced in din and glare. 


At Concord Church along the way, 
Hans’ friends had gathered there, 
With Parson Punn and Deacon Day, 

A-holding midweek prayer. 


[13] 


When Nipper saw the lights ahead, 
He yearned for shady wood; 

He knew his friends would be misled 
By facts misunderstood. 


The cracking sound of distant hoof, 
A quaking window pane, 

Brought Parson Punn upon the roof, 
To view the passing train. 


“A runaway!” he screamed with might, 
“Go out, the wild team stop!” 

Then thirty souls with lanterns bright, 
Let danger signals drop. 


The team moved forward with more fright, 
And when they passed the crowd, 

And Hans was in the lanternlight, 
The women screamed aloud: 


“Tt is Hans Nipper’s team,” they yelled; 
“A ghost rides in the seat!” 

When further comment was with-held, 
They followed on their feet. 


The driver’s form was stiff as stone, 
His body very cold; 

And when the lanterns on him shone, 
They made the man look old. 


The pastor and his curious flock, 
Joined in the wild pursuit, 

And added to the thrilling shock, 
Hans’ bareness did dispute! 


[14] 


Nipper, a modest man was he, 
Prominence he tried to shun; 
He hated bare publicity, 
And nothing to be won. 


He struck with such tremendous force 
The ford at Mackie Branch, 

The creek was severed in its course, 
Waves wet the wayside ranch! 


The busy highway to avoid, 
He chose to go around 

A private road, his team decoyed, 
To lessen sight and sound. 


The woodlands pealed on every side, 
The doors flew fast ajar; 

Gowned neighbors saw the mystic ride 
Of demons from afar. 


Old Bludgeon Jones aroused from sleep, 
His rifle grasped in haste; 

When through his window took a peep, 
Hans’ form a bullet chased. 


The crack of gun and blaze of fire, 
Made team and driver chill, 

And Deacon Day let go his ire, 
And swore against his will. 


More eager than they’d been before, 
The crowd the chase renewed; 
With clamor, they disturbed the more 

The evening solitude. 


[15] 


The fleeing team left all the crowd 
A-running far behind; 

With nodding heads and oaths they vowed 
The driver they would find. 


With the wild crowd far in the rear, 
Hans lashed his team anew, 

With hopes his friends would disappear 
When to his home he drew. 


The racing of the fretful team 
Made sweat ooze out in drops, 
And turn into dense fogs of steam, 

That circled o’er treetops. 


When spying lights within his house, 
A-shining through the panes, 

Hans trembled like a frightened mouse, 
And dropped the leather reins. 


A moment now until his mate 
Would rudely be disturbed; 

His final plans to formulate, 
The running span was curbed. 


The team a-trotting for the shed, 
And driven by a clown, 

Brought Mistress Nipper out of bed, 
To let her windows down. 


The team dashed madly ’gainst the gate, 
And made a crashing noise; 

The thoughts of what might be his fate, 
Made Nipper lose his poise. 


[16] 


The crowd a-searching round the house 
Made Mistress Nipper sob, 

To think her husband did arouse, 
Threats of a thirsty mob. 


Hans’ team again at home, and free, 
His chasers to evade, 

Ascended fast an apple tree, 
Found safety in its shade. 


With questful minds they searched throughout 
The barnyard lot and gate, 

And when they’d scoured the nooks about, 
Abandoned Hans’ estate. 


When certain that his friends were gone, 
Hans slipped from out the tree, 

To meet his wife on porch or lawn, 
And prove his sanity. 


His wife, he felt, to have success 
Her grace again to win, 

He needs must find some kind of dress 
To hide his puckered skin. 


Then reaching in the corncrib door, 
He found a wagon sheet, 

And as he’d not been gowned before, 
Began his final feat. 


The dusty sheet with fruit spots flecked, 
Made Hans appear ghostlike; 

And when he did not walk erect, 
He stood as if to strike. 


[17] 


The crude dress trailing in the dust, 
His person looked unkept; 

A blowing gust, a flowing bust,— 
The weird procession swept. 


The dog refused to let him in, 
In such a manner clad; 

In spite of all Hans did to win, 
He barked as if gone mad. 


When at his doorsteps all his own, 
With courage almost gone, 

He halted; when his cloak was blown, 
The frost-winds urged him on. 


When Hans’ back door was heard to creak, 
Dame Nipper turned her face; 

For she was facing, now, the freak, 
Who ran the foolish race. 


And not a step did she retreat, 
But kept her mate at bay, 

Till reason and her own conceit, 
Could solve his queer array. 


“Tf this is not your ghost,” she said, 
“Your saneness is in doubt”; 

She caught him by the ear and led 
Him rather rudely out. 


She tied him to the hitching post, 
Where Hans oft tied his team, 

And said, “If you are not Hans’ ghost, 
Explain why such you seem!” 


[18] 


He told his story terse and fast, 
Not like an idle tale, 

Nor fading legends of the past, 
But humor did prevail. 


No person that she ever knew 
Had e’er Hans’ wife deceived, 

So, sifting all his phrases through, 
His story she believed. 


Then Mistress Nipper laughed aloud, 
And Hans laughed, too, in glee, 
And clapped about the curious crowd 

That lost him in the tree. 


Hans shocked his wife,—not as he planned,— 
Surprised himself the more, 

And shocked his friends and babbling band, 
As they'd not been before. 


Good men, and husbands everywhere, 
Remember Nipper’s ride, 

And when your garments are threadbare, 
Don’t wait for wives to chide. 


[19] 


THE OLD WOODPILE 


The woodpile is the meeting ground, 
For denizens grown old, 
Called by the ax’s solemn sound 
Which has each year foretold 
The fast approaching winter hours, 
When snowflakes take the place of flowers, 
And starry nights are cold; 
The woodpile’s stored sunshine ablaze, 
Gives promise of warm winter days. 


Today I plainly see the proud 
Old humpbacked forest trees 

That once composed the sylvan crowd, 
Which met in tightest squeeze, 

Convenient to the gaping grate, 

Where freezing weather met its fate; 
And flying chips did seize 

The opportunity to race, 

Then pelt the chopper in the face. 


Long, crooked logs, half dead, some green, 
Straight, hollow, some with spots 
Of lichens on the bark were seen; 
Limbs bearing fungus rots; 
Green mistletoe, tree ferns in rolls, 
With squirrel and woodpecker holes; 
Bark roughly set with knots, 
And sometimes in the wood were found 
Scars of a leaden bullet’s wound. 


These logs we sawed, and split, and chopped; 
We chewed the juicy chips; 
We rested long; when work had stopped, 


[20] 


We smacked our sap-stained lips; 
Small limbs were into foresticks cut, 
Back logs once bore the hickory nut! 

Straight logs were split in strips; 
Dry wood, pine knots for starting fires, 
The kind once used by our grandsires. 


[21] 


TICKLE GRASS 


My mother introduced to me 

A fluffy grass high as my knee; 

She said that it would slip and slide 
When placed on trouser’s underside; 
I placed it at my ankle joint, 

And let the blunt end upwards point. 


Next to the skin it started in, 

And when I walked it climbed my shin, 
And as it slipped, the movements fresh 
Kept tickling my white tender flesh, 
With here and there a prick or peck 
Until it slipped out at my neck. 


[22] 


FARM ANIMALS 


MULES 

Pete, sober minded, steady, slim, 
Always lively, but sure on feet; 

The holes in earth were shunned by him 
When plowing corn or sowing wheat; 
This very day Id like to meet, 

And greet 
Old Pete. 


Old Kate was my gray farm field friend, 
Who traveled in a sullen gait; 

Each man we met, she wished to spend 
A social hour, and stand and wait! 
Now, I should like to know the fate 

Of Kate, 


Plowmate! 


HORSES 
Old Sharp ran races ere he came 
To work with us on our large farm; 
When he began his racing game 
Between corn rows he did much harm! 
He gave me, when he kicked my arm, 
A warm 
Alarm! 


Old Fortune was our fam’ly horse; 
The art of farming well he knew; 
His gentleness I could endorse; 
The fam’ly chaise for years he drew; 
Upon his back the childern grew,— 
7 How few 
As true! 
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SCARS 


Behold the scars of yesterday 

That mark a finger, or a toe; 

The wounds of flesh, the skin display, 
The scars of long ago! 

Across my arm and on my knee 

Is where my dog remembered me; 
The thoughts of action ever mix 
With just a childhood cicatrix. 


My wrinkled forehead boldly bears 

A scar received from blow of ax; 

An ugly slit across both ears, 

Dame Nature’s lifelong tax! 

And one was made by horse’s hoof,— 

I keep them all as Nature’s proof, 

That I was once a child, and knew 
What knives, and glass, and hatchets do. 


Sharp nails sometimes would tear my skin, 
And once I had a broken arm, 

And many pricks of tack and pin 

When I was on the farm; 

A finger twisted out of place 

By blow from baseball in its race; 

All physical are childhood’s scars, 
Mementoes like the heavenly stars. 


But deeper scars I bear than these! 
That mark the constant battles fought 
Between my better self on seas 
With baser nature fraught; 

And as blow after blow I dealt, 

My savage self began to melt, 

Till Passion fled, thus leaving me 

A soul-cut scar of victory! 
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RURAL FORTUNE-TELLERS 


The guinea-fowl excels the owl 
In wisdom that’s instinctive; 
It is a whist-phrenologist, 
And not the least vindictive; 
I found a spot in poultry lot 
Where we could think in season; 
I turned my eye that it might spy 
All signs of super-reason; 
It stood and gazed as if amazed,— 
Its subject valued lightly; 
In scornful clack, with fowlish knack, 
This bird called out politely, 
“A pot-rack, pot-rack!” 


The drowsy cat out on the mat, 
Who rarely made an error, 
Looked up at me as if that she 
Knew of my mental terror; 
“Madam,” I said, with proudest head, 
“Do tell an honest seeker, 
”Twixt you and me, which one you see, 
Has signs of mind that’s weaker?” 
In great surprise she blinked her eyes, 
Then looked again serenely; 
Her cranium grew with thoughts anew,— 
Then answered me felinely, 
“M-m- you-u-u!” 


Upon the ground where I have found 
A sane and modest creature, 

With pleasing look to her I took 
One thing I wished to feature; 

“Brave duck,” I said, with both cheeks red, 
“You’re wise as any proctor; 
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Do tell, I pray, if not I may 
Become a famous doctor?” 
In great dismay she ran away 
With out-stretched wings a-beating; 
Her words were black as she looked back, 
She moved along repeating, 


“4 quack, quack, quack!” 


My old dog Rage, a dumb old sage, 
O’er many problems pondered; 

I tried to stir this wise old cur 
When to his bed I wandered; 

“Of beasts that stalk and birds that walk, 
Your words are well worth trusting; 

[I’m much perplexed and sorely vexed 
With problems that are rusting; 

Have I, forsooth, been told the truth, 
By creatures who think wisely?” 

With frisk and pep he took one step, 
And answered quite precisely, 


“Yep, yep, yep!” 
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INDIAN RELICS 


A silent message they bring here; 

They’re history’s connecting link, 
Which Nature binds in pieces queer 
So vivid that we almost fear 

Some soul will hear the thoughts we think. 


The arrow points of hard flint made, 

The mortars worn with old stone pestles; 
Clay pipes whose smoke could never fade 
The tomahawk’s once bloody trade; 

Deerhorns, stone celts, and clayey vessels. 


These relics of fierce struggles past, 
Are Time’s immortal instruments, 

That bind the records sure and fast 

To knowledge we have long amassed, 
That speaks aloud for life’s defense. 


My plowshare bares a skeleton: 

I place the bones out on the land; 
Six feet he stood, ere life had run, 
A Cherokee, who battles won 

With friends in Chickamauga’s band. 


What wondrous thoughts once filled his skull? 
What words were spoken from his mouth? 
With love and hate his heart was full; 
His fingers plied the hatchets dull, 
His feet once traveled north and south, 


Shall I at this late day upbraid 
You for your once wild savage ways? 
For homes of white you did invade, 
For scalps you took in warfare’s trade,— 
The cruelties of bygone days? 
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With all our boasts of good we do, 
With all our nation’s vaults of gold, 

I blush when I confess to you 

That modern man is still untrue, 
With cruelties, unmatched, untold! 


With all your deeds in savage art, 

You surely were as good as we; 
You scalped the head, we take the heart 
In greed for gain,—commerce’s dart 

That kills its prey, and legally! 


Some future day a plow will bare 
My bones, as mine this day has yours, 
O may the finder harsh words spare, 
And think of future lands more fair, 
Where relics tell that love endures! 
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DRIFTWOOD 


From its haunts far up the creek, 

Where the raccoons, crawfish seek, 
In a spot that’s sunny, 

It set sail for trips below, 

For a port it did not know, 

Where the currents chose to go, 
Without friends or money. 


As the raindrops downward fell, 
And the creek began to swell, 
And to it had spoken, 
It got ready for the trip, 
Peeled the wood off strip by strip, 
Pruned its limbs and packed its grip, 
With dead branches broken. 


Muddy currents downward sped, 

Standing driftwood on its head, 
And a plunging giving; 

Then a dash against a tree, 

Stripping bark from shin and knee, 

Midst the mud-waves’ gurgling glee, 
Lucky it wasn’t living! 


It was hurled into a jam, 
Logs and leaves with bang and slam, 
Loaded down with litter; 
Over cornfields old it sped, 
Action made it look ahead, 
Though its inner cells were dead, 
It was not a quitter. 
Now and then a swinging limb 
Tried to check its speedy swim, 
Beetles on it hiding; 
[29] 


Tearing loose it lost some trash, 

Made of common forest hash; 

In the water’s slash and plash, 
Spiders on it riding. 


Oft some farmer’s rustic boat 
Joined the party all afloat, 

As it onward traveled; 
Yellow pumpkins by the score 
Took a seat in ‘its front door; 
As it scrubbed the earthen floor 

Farms and fields it graveled! 


Muddy load of sediment, 
Cumbersome impediment, 
Dropped to bottom boggy; 
Earth its soil did thus redeem; 
Through the glint and through the gleam 
Driftwood floated down the stream, 
On the Chickamauga. 


Floods receding left their load 

On the banks of Nature’s road,— 
Rich organic treasure! 

Driftwood dry that lodged nearby, 

Wonder-fuel, chance supply, 

While we gather, loud we cry 
With a childish pleasure! 


On the reeking stream of life, 

Human driftwood in the strife, 
Matters not our stations; 

High the places we have graced, 

Where the current leaves us placed, 

There with circumstances braced 
Settles our vocations! 
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VIEW FROM A HILLTOP 


The sounds had ceased; I stood and gazed 
For miles around, and Nature praised 
Creations which in grandeur’s style, 
Went stretching onward mile on mile; 

I heard, in unison, their tones 

That put a soul within the stones; 

I breathed in silent way and drank 

The message sent from forest bank. 


There stretched before me, one by one, 
Green cornfield after cornfield, spun 

With creeks and roads and treetops high, 
With crows and songbirds flying by; 

And garden after garden plots, 

With cows and fowls in barnyard lots; 
Stuffed barns and houses old moss-crowned, 
Whose streams of smoke in curls unwound. 


7 Through heat waves dancing far away, 


I saw some children small at play, 

With dogs and sheep that pranced around,— 
But sight is victor over sound! 

And far beyond there came to me, 

A glimpse of smoke,—’twas industry ; 

No noise, no rumbling wheels were heard 
To scream aloud what had occurred. 


Where stretched the road, the greenlands thread, 
Like weavings of a spider web; 

Beyond the crystal airy streak, 

There lay a creamy thunder peak, 

And ’midst the deep quiescent scene, 

There leaped a lightning flash serene, 

And on that snowy mount I stood, 

And wandered o’er its fleecy hood! 
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All this, and not a sound was heard, 
Save for the plaintive cry of bird, 

And low and solemn, “whoa, gee, haw,” 
Brief paragraphs in equine law; 

Beyond the distant horizon 

My childish spirit rambles on; 

And when my body’s left behind, 

Then I can travel with my mind! 
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MOTHER 


In all work I plan to do, 

I retain a place for you; 

Thirty years I’ve been oppressed 
Since I saw you laid to rest; 

Yet you’ve been close by my side, 
My brave counsellor and guide; 

Is it fair for me to let 

Myself your sweet face forget? 
Could the grass forget the rain, 
And the sun that makes its grain? 


If bronze metal had a mind, 

Though it’s deaf, and dumb, and blind, 
Do you think it could forget 

Who made it a statuette? 

What am I, that thought commands? 
Statue made by your soft hands; 

With the kindness of your heart, 

You displayed a skillful art 

In your work with plastic clay 

That will overcome decay! 


Earliest memories are bright: 
Petticoats all stiff and white, 

And a bonnet that you made, 
Which I wore each day I played 
Round your knee beneath the tree,— 
How the thoughts flock back to me! 
Time may steal my youthful days, 
But immortal memory’s ways 
Which are ready to retrace 
Childhood’s paths, none can efface! 
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When you oft with me did go 

To the garden, now I know, 

Heaven held no greater charms 

Than a place beneath your arms! 
Green pole beans I picked with hands 
In the garden fairylands! 

You let me the bean leaves bring, 
Paste them on your apron string; 

On your skirt each year I built 

A green bean-leaf crazy quilt! 


Freckled faced October beans! 
Wonder colors Nature gleans! 
When I rolled them in my hands, 
They became my Gypsy bands! 
Heaven it was for me, indeed, 

You, yourself, was my sole creed! 
Cakes and dainties that you spared, 
Apples ripe your hands had pared; 
These, and other things you knew, 
Would my heart make light and true. 


Walks we took neath star-strewn sky, 
Jewels twinkling, swinging high; 

By my side the best of them, 

You were my most precious gem! 
When you placed me safe in bed, 

I had nothing then to dread; 

You my mother and my nurse, 

I believed the universe; 

I'd no place for doubt nor fear, 

With my heroine so near! 


Thus our own brief hours were spent, 
Which I thought were permanent; 
Memory of one dark day, 
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Earth was cold, the sky was gray; 
I didn’t know just what it meant, 
Though my tender heart was rent; 
When I saw you laid with sand, 
Then I could not understand; 

But how often it did seem 

That what happened was a dream! 


Though you came not back to me, 
You I hear, your face I see; 

Since I have to manhood grown, 
And my childish thoughts have flown, 
I go back where you were laid, 
Where your body has decayed; 

While I’m there, I hear a sound; 
Voice above speaks from the mound; 
My low spirit it inspires, 

Gently of me it inquires: 


“Has my struggling boy made good? 
Has he ever understood? 

Has he made my ideal man? 

Has he come up to my plan? 

Does he know that I am near 
Though my face does not appear?” 
Underneath your watchful eye, 
Silently I pledge to try 

With true heart, that I may be, 

Hero that you hope of me! 
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THE OLD-TIME FIREPLACE 


Happy, cheerful, friendly face 
Was the old-time wide fireplace, 
Brightest spot in winter; 
With its long, gnarled green back log, 
From which ’rose a steam of fog, 
Sooty flue it could not clog, 
Though ’twas not a stinter. 


Old andiron’s back and feet, 
Standing still in reddest heat, 
Held the foresticks tightly 
Up against the blazing fire; 
Midst the timber’s crackling ire, 
Flames and sparks kept leaping higher, 
Ever shining brightly. 


As the greenwood burnt to coals, 
Through the sapwood’s smallest holes 
Came a constant sputter; 
Steam escaping blew a flute 
When the flame began to shoot; 
No fireplace can be a mute, 
Words of cheer they utter. 


Prophet fire, it did not scold us; 
Of coming snows it often told us 
When the room it brightened; 
Blazing torches moving slow, 
Tramping lightly through the snow, 
Since they thus declared it so, 
Earth would soon be whitened. 
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Oven capped with red hot coals 
Set on edge of fireplace shoals, 
Sweet potatoes baking; 
When the talking had died out, 
Oven lid was turned about, 
Then the poker, long and stout, 
Gave the coals a raking. 


In the blinking coals appeared 

Faces of old men with beard, 
Women’s faces smiling; 

Through the vista red we saw 

Pictures only flames can draw; 

There we learned combustion’s law,— 
Fresh wood on it piling! 


To the back of chimney clung 
Sheets of soot that loosely hung 

In spasmodic strictures; 
Forms of people draft had pained, 
Moved around while dogs complained; 
Nature thus well entertained 

With her motion pictures. 


Life’s a fireplace burning bright; 
Service makes its waves of light; 
When with cares it clashes, 
May my own bright burning coal 

Let its brightness onward roll, 
Till my soul has reached its goal, 
Body burnt to ashes. 
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LINES TO A COCKLEBUR 


Nerve? 
You’re the incarnation of that word; 
Discouragement’s yours to make absurd! 


Swerve? 
Never; yours is ever to succeed; 
Spirit yours, must be a spirit-deed! 


Grit? 
Your prickly hosts crowd the growing crops 
With a greed for food that never stops. 


Wit? 
Your small spiny burs burst ope with it, 
And they never knew a word as “quit.” 


Pluck? 
When you fastened burs tight to my clothes, 
In my anger quickly I arose. 


Luck? 
*T was for you,—’tis always so,—I tossed 
Your hard seed out on the land I crossed. 


Chance? 
None for you, two seeds in each dry pod, 
Just one sprouts each season by a clod. 


Plants? 
Yours grow fast amidst downpours of rain, 
Aiding your species long to remain. 
[88] 


Give? 


Me your initiative and despatch 
Your persistence then let me match. 


Live? 
Long I will; in me the folks will find 


Greatest genius known to mankind! 
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WINGED BUCCANEERS 


When we see a honeybee 
Seeking flowers on wing, 

Tis an elf of industry 
Whose best efforts yearly bring 
Fruits and honey; oft a sting! 


Yellow jacket with fire-packet, 
Ever angry met, 

Rarely left without a racket, 
And a feeling of regret, 
Where its pesky nest is set. 


Bumblebee, we sometimes see 
In an opening flower, 

The Red Clover bloom will be 
E’er dependent on its power 
To give it a pollen shower. 


Wasp that flies with open eyes, 
Stopping on its throne 

Near blackberries of large size, 
We are glad to let alone,— 
Oldest paper maker known. 


Hornet old, a pirate bold, 
Flies it calmly slays, 

In a manner that seems cold, 
Nest it builds on summer days, 
Where the housefly likely stays. 


The things with wings and burning stings, 
Fill a useful place 

In the world; a foray brings 
A swift race and swollen face, 
And the pleasure of a chase! 
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LIGHTNING 


A red whip with a cracker keen, 

Used by a driver, who unseen, 

Strikes at the storm’s wild wind-wave teams, 
Till sweat flows in torrential streams; 

And as the dark vehicle-cloud 

Runs o’er our heads, it rumbles loud; 

The torch it lights as down it shoots, 
Makes pictures of an old tree’s roots. 


Old apple trees with branches bowed, 

Stand palsied in the orchard crowd; 

The trail of storm, a tree enthralls, 

And one by one an apple falls, 

Until the ground’s with green fruit flecked, 
And one old tree has branches wrecked; 
The gullies deep with water roars, 

O’er roads and bluffs the current pours. 


A bolt that hits a pine tree’s crown, 

The bark it peels in strips on down, 
And burns its way into the ground. 

And throws the fragments far around; 
Its anger flames along with fire 

When running telegraph’s small wire; 

In its mad race with wind’s damp breeze, 
Kills cattle sheltering under trees. 


From lightning’s deed I take this heed; 
That work worth while be done with speed, 
And tasks assigned to hands and mind, 
Deserve the thoughts of the best kind; 

And ’midst the deep downpour of rain 
That wets ambition’s crops of grain, 

Where pluck and courage lightnings fret, 
Tis at that spot success is met! 
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TO ASMUTTY EAR OF CORN 


You ugly, swollen, poisoned pup, 

With cheeks and eyelids puffing up; 

What have you done, where have you been 
To spoil your once white tender skin? 


I feel I’m dreaming when I see 
Your ugly face that stares at me; 
The grains of corn outside the shuck 
The bravest man’s afraid to pluck! 


With poisoned powder on your face 
You peep through cornblades’ open space; 
Enough to frighten mules at work, 
Enough to make man’s eyelids jerk. 


The cornfield door you long will drape 
With fitting style of funeral crape; 
What hosts of ears have there been lost, 
What farmer figures up the cost? 


The sneaking spores that you mature, 
A crowd of urchins they insure; 
When autumn comes and corn is dead, 
Your spores to other fields are spread. 


On waves of wind they will ride free, 
North, South, East, West, and dare decree 
That future crops shall be attacked, 

And farmers’ pockets be ransacked! 
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YELLOW POND LILY 


Its leaves float near the water’s edge 
To meet each trembling wave; 

Their friendship to each other pledge, 
Each ever will be brave; 

When days are warm, the green leaves toil 
With heads above the mud, 

And make a food of submerged soil 
To feed a flower bud 

That lies at bottom of the pond, 
A journey soon to make; 

And when green garments it has donned, 
The new bud will awake. 


Then mite by mite it pushes through 
The chamber, lone and dark, 

And when beneath a sky that’s blue, 
It bursts its baby ark; 

In sunshine shed its petals spread, 
Clad in a yellow hue; 

The stem that holds it to its bed, 
Which marked the course it grew, 

Is now a memory of the past, 
Of troubles that it knew 

While passing through the waters vast 
In quest of sunlit view. 


The dark chasm spanned, the vic’try won, 
On faith alone it grows, 

And there beneath a bright warm sun, 
Its yellow blossom blows; 

With floating leaves and buds unfurled, 
It brings its faith and cheer 
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To us, and beautifies the world, 
In words we almost hear! 

And thus this lily in the spring, 
From mud it gathers up, 

It makes into a lovely thing, 
A yellow flower cup! 
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— 


DUST 


It is a cool September day, 
With goldenrods in bloom, 
That line the country’s dry highway, 
And blaze in woodland’s room; 
With bluest skyland overhead, 
And forest walls in colors spread. 


There poises in the atmosphere, 
Above an insect maid, 
A dust grasshopper dancing there, 
And gives a serenade; 
The clattering of his coarse wings, 
Charms his sweetheart for whom he sings. 


With brush in hand midst dust and sand, 
We chase the lusty sprite 

Adown the peaceful road, and stand 
Amazed at his great flight! 

He quickly hides himself behind 

The first small object he can find. 


A path by snakes has here been made 
Across the dusty road; 

And many figures have been laid 
By hops from frightened toad; 

A lizard, too, has left his track, 
A large jar fly fell on his back! 


These pictures found in dusty nooks, 
By fairies real are drawn; 

Makes Nature’s best fall season books 
We find in field or lawn; 

They’re printed well in neatest style, 

With chapters longer than a mile! 
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Here germs of laughter, germs of fun, 
And spores of pleasures sweet, 
Are stirred to action when we run 
And toss them with our feet; 
And when they reach us through the breeze, 
Make happiness our sole disease! 


Show me a child afraid of dust, 
The thick, soft velvet kind, 

That’s made of earth’s soft powdered crust 
Which in the road we find? 

The child has yet to find its birth, 

Who is afraid of Mother Earth! 
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THE RAINBOW 


Gently now the rain is ceasing, 
Peeps the sun from out the west; 
In the east the rays increasing, 
Bring the mist close to its breast; 
Raindrops fall from green tree boughs, 
Yellow tints of gold are shed, 
Earth with splendor it endows; 
In the east an arc is spread, 
Joining earth on to the sky, 
Magic bow the colors tie! 


Falling raindrops denser growing, 
Richer, deeper grows the bow; 
Color waves keep constant flowing, 
Misty falls the evening glow, 
And another bow they show; 
Faint its color we can trace, 
It the inner circle crowning, 
Proud of its bright brother’s face, 
And the beauty of his gowning, 
Draws all eyes unto the place. 


Pot of gold at rainbow’s ending, 

Could the hands of children find; 
See the end o’er tree tops bending, 

Eyes to reason ever blind! 
As we seek, it lures us slowly 

Through the field, the swamp, o’er hill; 
Weary of the wayside lowly, 

Index lost, we lose the thrill; 
Heartless, saddened, somewhat holy, 
On our way half hoping still! 
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A GREEN LEAF 


A fragile leaf that in a hillside forest grew, 

Came floating wildly by when fierce the tempest blew, 
Amidst the raging winds, toward the ground it dropped, 
And settled in my lap before the storm had stopped; 

Just why it came to me, I cannot quite explain, 

While hosts of other leaves moved with the blowing rain. 


Green leaves were growing high and dancing in the sun, 
But this one I liked best for what it long had done; 

Day after day I gazed into the forest wall, 

And there my thoughts had wandered in the timbers tall; 
Now, I had longed to meet a green leaf from afar, 
Because a leaf’s as wonderful as any star. 


Since this one came to join me in my quiet home, 

I tacked it safely up by small playhouse dome; 

It will my hero be, my little fairy man, 

For wonder-trip it took, for racing with its clan; 
Plucked from a tender bough before its life was run, 
It dwells with me and counts the seasons one by one. 


Its face let me examine: Yes, I see a spot 

Where hungry caterpillars have some dinners got; 
Its ribs and veiny markings plainly have described 
A river system broad with watery ways inscribed; 
Its face tells me its home was in a chestnut tree, 
And that it worked with members of its family. 


It labored in the sunshine mixing up the food 

That fed the hungry tree, and made the chestnuts good; 
There’s nothing else on earth just like its busy trade; 

It was God’s great achievement long ere man was made, 
Since life on earth was quite impossible for man 

Until it came, thus filling out a perfect plan. 
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_A miracle it works, for it alone can give 
The things that make it possible for me to live; 
I bow to it, the only thing on earth I meet 
‘That takes raw stuff and turns to food that’s meant to eat; 
And in its busy life it ever stands, I see, 
The only thing between me and eternity! 


All animal life that lives on land, or in the sea, 

On it depends, wherever they may chance to be; 

And when the days grow hot, it cools the atmosphere, 
And takes the poisonous gas and leaves a wholesome air; 
My food, my home, my clothes, the table where I sit, 
And other useful things have all been made by it! 
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HICKORY BARK 


Hickory is a generous tree, 

Nuts in autumn, it gives free; 

Makes strong handles for our tools, 
Where e’er used its great strength rules. 


Sap is up in early spring, 

Bark is peeled off in a ring; 
Whistles soon begin to blow, 
Where the slender hickories grow. 


Bark when slipped in narrow strips, 
Takes the place of leather whips; 
When they’re dry in warm sunshine, 
They become a crisp plow-line. 


Plow-lines made of hickory bark, 
Sunk in soil that’s damp and dark; 
Keeps the lines from drying out 

When the heatwaves dance about. 


Hickory bark’s the farmer’s friend; 
Always ready things to mend; 
Growing tight to hickory tree, 
Seems to say, “See here, use me!” 
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SUBSOIL 


Unseen, unheard, yet full of force, 
Beneath the reach of topsoil plow; 

It holds the moisture in its course, 

And what its molecules allow, 

Through rootlets reach the highest bough. 


The subsoil deep, when once turned hard, 
Makes spendthrifts of the growing crops, 
But when it’s broken, is a guard,— 
Extravagance it quickly stops, 

The moisture purse is saved in drops. 


In breaking land, we broke it twice; 
Plow followed plow and stirred it deep; 
With hardest toil we paid the price 

To build a reservoir that kept 

The rains and snows where subsoil slept. 


The hard soil stirred, the moisture saved, 
When seeds were sowed, large crops were sure, 
In spite of drouths, green wheatfields waved; 
And when the corn crop did mature 

Prosperity was then secure. 
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A CRAWFISH 


I found a thing 

In my clear spring, 

A sitting in the water, 

With forked hands it waves, 
And lo! the days grow hotter! 


I picked it up 

In rusty cup, 

And placed it out beside me; 
It raised its arms and looked 
As if it wished to chide me. 


For kindness sake, 

I tried to make 

It feel I loved it dearly; 
With its strong savage claws 
It pinched my hand severely. 


And when I pinched, 

It never flinched; 

I learned this from a farmer: 
Crustaceans can’t be hurt 
Because of their hard armor. 


It cut a dash 

With its mustache, 

So long I had to linger, 

And when I reached for them 
It grabbed me by the finger. 


There ne’er occurred 
A pleasant word 
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Between us there at parting; 
It backed up to the spring, 
Then ’to the water darting. 


A well it dug, 

Like earthen mug, 

Had chimney top that towered; 
Each day within the walls 

Its victims it o’erpowered. 


It does not shirk 

Important work: 

It keeps the spring a-blinking, 
The water ever free of germs, 
And always fit for drinking. 
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CHILDHOOD’S WILD FLOWERS 


Bluet, pale sweet Bluet, you 
With your lovely petals four, 
You are true 
As your blue 
To the beauty smiles of yore; 
You my heart with gladness fills, 
And with innocence instills, 
As no heart has been before. 


Buttercup, bright Buttercup, 
With your yellow flowers fair, 
You are up 
Dews to sup, 
Insects roving through your hair; 
With a rare, triumphant joy 
You will cheer some farmer’s boy, 
Whom I know will not despair. 


Pussy toes, soft Pussy toes, 
With an air that is refined; 

In the woods, 

Your soft hoods 
Shady paths have richly lined; 
Blooming early, you must toil, 
In the winter’s thawing soil, 
Cheering hearts with woes entwined. 


Spring Beauty, Spring Beauty, dear, 
May you spring up everywhere 
There’s a child 
In the wild, 
Who is daring, and will wear 
Smiles on face throughout its race; 
May your wisdom it embrace, 
And your message meekly bear. 
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Mountain Laurel, Laurel sweet, 
Dearest face that I have seen; 
When we meet 
You, I'll greet, 
In your suit of evergreen; 
From your haunts in shady dell, 
Lessons there you teach me well, 
To keep thoughts and body clean. 


Honeysuckle’s fragrant flower, 
In the cool and shady nooks; 

You are our 

Floral bower 
By the side of flowing brooks, 
Where on summer afternoons, 
The clear creek to willow croons, 
Where we read our treasured books. 


Sweet William, Sweet William set 
Where gay friends, and butterflies 
Are oft met; 
When you let 
Nectar rich out to the wise, 
Fairies then will come and go, 
Hovering where your blossoms blow, 
For they know your sweetest prize. 


Common Thistle set with spines, 
You’re a friend we dare not touch; 

He ne’er pines 

Who re-signs 
Pledges that he will not clutch 
You with hands in thoughtless hour, 
When you spread your spine-clad flower, 
Else your thorns will prick him much, 
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Daisy, Ox-eye Daisy bright, 
Fields and roads you thickly fleck 
With your white 
Petals light, 
Lonely paths your plants bedeck; 
In your birth was brought to earth 
The necessity of mirth; 
Gloomy hours you swiftly wreck. 


Goldenrod, tall Goldenrod, 
Childhood’s lost without your face, 
And sweet nod 
Toward the sod; 
Dusty paths to school you grace 
With your golden tapers tall, 
Lifted where the sunbeams fall, 
Cheering autumn in its race. 


Aster late, wild aster great, 
You will cheer the fading year; 
Late your date, 
Well to wait 
For your blossoms to appear; 
Mem’ries of schooldays you bring, 
When the crickets start to sing, 
Singing songs in Autumn’s ear. 


Violet, Blue Violet, 
Fairy green out on the farm; 
Where we met, 
I will forget, 
Since I plucked you, did you harm; 
But the lessons you taught me, 
Were those of humility, 
When I learned your secret charm. 
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THE OLD SWEETGUM TREE 


Down by the pond where smartweeds grew, 
Amidst the mint and horehound’s scent, 

And well concealed from public view, 
With top turned to the firmament, 

The faithful sweetgum took its stand 

And held wax in unstinting hand! 


Its horny round seed pods that dropped 
Beneath the boughs and rolled around, 

Kept tumbling on until they stopped 
Within the bounds of our playground; 

Small martin boxes they became, 

A fitting home for feathered game! 


Who hacked the sweetgum, no one knew 

Its sides were slashed, the bark was peeled; 
And from the wounds we yearly drew 

The sweetgum wax that when congealed 
Excelled the chewing gum that’s sold 
In country stores among the wold. 


When sun was hot, the wax oozed out, 
The sticky, crystal gum drops shone,— 
Transparent beads that hung about,— 
And when sufficient winds had blown, 
The gum grew hard; ’twas flavored well, 
A richness nothing could excel. 


The honeybees not oft did miss 

The chance to gather sweetgum wax, 
Which they employed for propolis, 

In sticking combs and stopping cracks; 
And when these friends came buzzing round, 
Our peace they often did confound. 
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Since I have now to manhood grown, 

I never pass a sweetgum tree, 
Without its blessings there I own, 

For childhood’s sake,—sweet memory! 
Rich honors, I on it confer, 
Proud Nature’s old confectioner! 
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A SPANWORM 


I cannot say that you were merry 
When first I found you on a berry; 

I really thought you were a stem, 
There are so many kinds of them! 
You stuck straight out just like a stick, 
I did not think it was a trick, 

But wondered then if it were true 
That Nature erred in making you! 


I picked the berry, ’twas a gem, 

And when I pinched its extra stem, 
Behold! the thing moved up my arm, 
The oddest thing out on the farm! 

Then on my sleeve you slowly crept, 
Each time you moved, an inch you stepped, 
And brought your tail close to your head 
That made a loop so you could tread. 


I could not tell your head from tail; 
Four toes you had without a nail, 
And like some wonder-wingless elf, 
You often twisted your small self; 
But I suppose you must have known 
That you were on a road your own, 
And when the end of it you found, 
On web you slipped off on the ground. 


I whooped for mother to come quick, 
And see an animated stick; 

She said, “It’s just a measuring worm!” 
My looks a hero did confirm! 

And when I raked you on a leaf, 
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The time you paused was very brief; 
You did not stop to pine or beg, 
But went a-humping up my leg! 


Each time your limber body stooped, 
Your head and tail the distance looped! 
Which shaped you like a horse’s shoe, 
A-walking on my dress of blue; 

And mother then a secret told, 

Why measuring worms are very bold: 
You took my measure there in haste 
For pair of trousers and a waist. 


I looked at my old garments worn, 

And at my body, faded, torn! 

I said, “Sir Span Worm, get it right, 

And let me have them new by night!” 
Two weeks went by before they came, 
All new, and well they matched my frame; 
Since then in Span Worms I’ve believed, 
For all new clothes I have received. 
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AUTUMN COLORS 


The meadow weeds nipped by the frost . 
Have shrunken up, their lives are lost; 
Each serves the spiders for a mast; 

The field is changed to a large ship, 

Its sails are set, the crew works fast, 

All things are ready for the trip; 

The cricket band begins to trill, 

But guests are ill, the ship stands still! 


Beyond the ship, there is a fold 

In forest trees that’s turned to gold; 
Sourwood and maples there contest 

For autumn’s annual color prize; 
Sweetgums, sumacs, and oaks have dressed 
In such a way to give surprise 

To all the hosts of sylvan ghosts 

Of which wild Nature proudly boasts. 


The frost can give the colors true 

To leaves no more than you can do; 

Each leaf’s a factory that makes 

Tree food; when Autumn comes in brown, 
A long vacation Nature takes, 

She orders leaf-mills to close down; 

When they the breezy message hear, 

They shut their doors until next year. 


The sugars, oils, and other things 

That leaves contain in haste take wings 

And hurry to the buds to stay 

Until the spring comes back again; 

When some are caught in leaves at play, 
The sunshine pouring in their den, 

Gives them the colors rich and rare, 

That makes the gowns which Autumns wear. 
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The autumn colors that we see, 

Are Nature’s signs of victory, 

That mark a useful life well spent,— 
To live for others, she’s content! — 
The emblem of unselfishness; 

Gray hairs that human heads may bless, 
Are Autumn’s colors richly spread, 
And emblems of stored sunshine shed! 
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POISON IVY 


Of all flesh-pests out on the farm, 
Bold Poison Ivy does most harm; 

Of it can any good be said, 

When it’s alive or when it’s dead? 

Its three green leaves that constant strive 
To imitate Virginia Creeper 

With its green leaves in groups of five, 
Will not become a woodland sleeper. 


It seems to be a curious fact 

That when the hands come in contact 
With its green leaves, or wood-like stem 
‘That bumps in rows spring up on them,— 
Translucent walls with blistered tops, 
Whose thirst for rubbing never stops; 
And then how rigid they will grow 
With watery cells set in a row! 


It slyly slips into the shade, 
Where we desire our playhouse made; 
Sometimes it climbs an old fence post, 
And peers around,—a greenish ghost! 
And even when its leaves are shed, 
And its bare body poses dead, 
It carries poison that’s so strong, 
It blisters folks who pass along. 
No beauty’s found in its green hair, 
No lustre do its berries wear; 
Its stems are coarse, and stiff and vile, 
And strung out in a cunning style; 
They steal about, and fences clutch 
Where feet are bare and they can touch; 
Since it will make us gasp for breath, 
Does it deserve a cruel death? 
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FATHER 


A precious memory of you I keep, 

While driving tempests madly round me sweep; 
On Life’s small anvil I was shaped by hands 
Of mother, giving me love that commands 

A tender heart; when heated I was dipped 

Into your sight, that I might be equipped 

With courage, grit, and rare stability 

That I would never perish on Life’s sea. 


I like to think of three months spent at school, 
Which were your only training, and the cool 
Hard knocks which you received in later life, 
That seasoned you completely for the strife; 
And when your lessons you chose to resume, 
The fireplace bright became your study room, 
You thus prepared yourself, with self-support, 
To sit for twenty years in County court. 


The hunts for squirrels that we sometimes took; 
You with the rifle on your shoulder laid; 
Domestic cloth instead of pocket book, 

To wrap the leaden balls your hands had made; 
The scent of mellow woods comes back to me; 
The sight of hickory trees, now plainly I can see! 
The bobwhite’s nest which once to it you led; 
Out in the wheat field brown with bearded head. 


When came the first white frosty autumn morn, 
You stood your children up against the wall, 
And then you took, from first to last one born, 
The measure of each bare foot, large and small; 
And then you hurried off to town to trade 

For boots and shoes with brass on toes inlaid; 
And when the evening came, and you returned, 
Eight joyful hearts with candles brightly burned! 
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A neighbor once the landline did dispute, 

And you were threatened with an ugly suit; 

In kindness, you told him that he could take 
And keep the soil of yours for friendship’s sake! 
Egad! ’twas then and there I swore by you, 
For you became my hero tried and true! 

You had the common sense to wisely foil 
Contentions trifling, even over soil! 


Injustice did receive from you a blow; 
Hypocrisy, you hated more than woe; 

Integrity and justice wisely sown 

Throughout your life,—you struggled to enthrone! 
Steeped in this wholesome atmosphere, 

The banner bright of yours pass to my hands; 

And though it burns and blisters, I will dare 

To bear your standard through the scorching sands! 
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THE OLD ASH-HOPPER 


A crude affair: 
Some boards, a trough, and ashes too, 
With water slowly seeping through; 
And close beneath the strawy wreath, 
It left a lye with biting teeth, 
And blinking in the earthen crocks, 
It promised soap in softest blocks. 


A friend to man: 
A lifeless thing it is, but then 
It can be said of this old pen, 
Though holding naught but ash and straw, 
It helped mankind when life was raw 
In keeping Want from out his door, 
And left his puny purse less poor. 


It played its part: 
It served another purpose great: 
It helped the maiden find a mate; 
For he was lucky, who could boast 
That his dear girl whom he loved most 
Who held his heart and fondest hope, 
Was rather apt at making soap! 


Forget it not: 
This highly prized old wooden bin, 
That took the hair from squirrel skin, 
And gave the farmers leather strings 
For shoes and gloves and other things; 
So here’s a draught to this old friend 
Whose record we can well defend! 
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GOURDS 


Rambling gourd vines long and tough, 
Climb the garden palings rough; 
There they bask in summer’s sun, 
Growing till their work is done. 


After frost has killed their leaves, 
Through their hair the spider weaves 
Silken snares to catch her prey, 

In a cruel, clever way. 


Then we scrape the dry pulp out, 
Making homes for birds that rout 
Hen hawks from the poultry lot, 
Saving them from being shot. 


In the ground a chestnut prop, 
Has gourds swinging to its top, 
There the martins raise their young, 
To this home they long have clung. 


Larger gourds hold homemade soap; 
In the dark for it we grope 

Sitting on the water bench, 

Where we go our thirst to quench. 


Dip a gourd into a spring 
Where the babbling bubbles sing, 
There’s no other drink as sweet, 
Tasty, cooling, and complete! 
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MUSCADINES 


Down the creek we yearly wander, 
Where the Indian Turnips grow, 
And the muskrats boldly squander 
Green corn where the currents flow. 


O’er the wavy water’s eddy, 
Trees are leaning somewhat low, 
As if they are getting ready 
Some high diving feats to show. 


In this spot on trees reclining, 

Are the vines of muscadines, 

With their black fruit faintly shining 
Anchored by the tendril-twines. 


Like the bullfrogs sprightly hopping, 
When we jerk the swinging vines, 
Fruit goes to the water dropping 
Where the hungry turtle dines. 


Spicy fruit with dark-brown color, 
And a shiny freckled face, 

When September woods grow duller, 
To its haunts we daily race. 
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IN THE BARNLOT AT EVENING 


The cows stand patiently around, 
Down in the barnyard lot; 

With rattling pail, we hit the trail 
That leads unto the spot; 

With barbed-wire spool for milking stool, 
We at the task must squat! 


When nubbins small are hard to find, 
Then meal or tasty bran 

Is placed into a wooden trough, 
Or in an old dish pan; 

Then we are ready to begin 
To fill the shining can. 


The speedy streams make thumping sounds 
When they the vessel hit; 

The noise of freshly flowing milk 
Brings hungry cat and kit, 

A-racing to the feasting ground, 
That they may share in it. 


With a small nubbin in her mouth, 
The cow turns round and stares 
Into the milker’s face to see 
If that a stranger dares 
Remove the creamy milk from her, 
Ere she a kick prepares. 


The hawkmoth finds the Jimson bloom, 
The small bats skyward rise, 
The bull bats skim the airy sea, 
And when one downward flies, 
His stiff wing feathers make a sound, 
That booms as twilight dies. 
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Before the task is done, the cow, 
May step into the pail; 

And heedlessly she sometimes strikes 
The milker with her tail; 

The swishing of the hairy brush 
Reddens his cheeks like ale! 


The music from the cricket’s choir, 
A clean soft bed in sight; 

The stock all fed and in their stalls, 
With heart and conscience right; 

Preludes are soft that Nature plays, 
Sweet to a soul’s good night! 
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THE OLD LOG BARN 


Its four sides in autumn swell 

With rich provender sweet smelling; 
Tenants ever fare quite well, 

When within its fragrance dwelling. 


When in spring its sides grow lank, 
Pitchforks in the hay a-sticking; 

Through the grass it strikes a plank, 
While the straw it’s pricking. 


Sweet the scent of clover hay, 
In its hair the hens are nesting, 
Pompous place where children play, 
And the kittens quiet resting. 


Wasp nests large set o’er the head 
Tenants stinging like an adder; 

When their temper flames in red, 
We go scudding down the ladder. 


Corn ears husked, placed in the trough, 
Hay racks filled to overflowing; 

Breathing dust brings sneeze and cough, 
While the cock is loudly crowing. 


Horses slowly champing corn, 

For stray grains the chickens scurry; 
Day or night, or eve or morn, 

Mice and rats to corn crib hurry. 


Buggy shed and harness room, 
Have tow sacks about them lying; 

Curry combs the horse to groom, 
Cow hides round about a-drying. 
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Wonder storehouse filled with charm, 
With ripe corn, hay, and fodder; 
Heart and soul of all the farm, 
My ambition’s trusty prodder. 
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GHOSTS 


The ghosts walked when the house was still, 
And phantoms stalked on wooded hill; 

The headless gnomes far from their homes, 
Left spectres where a shadow roams; 

A moan was heard beneath the floor, 

And gentle taps against the door; 

These came to us in midnight hosts, 

When we had heard the tales of. ghosts. 


Just half deceived, we half believed 
The stories told, which we received 

And weighed within our childish realm; 
We hoped that there was truth in them! 
For things abnormal we would beg,— 
Without a head, without a leg! 

Like filmy shadows pale and white 
That float out through the darkest night. 


The shady woodlands by the stream 
Where once I strolled is but a dream; 
And when I try to make them real, 

Some dreamy feelings o’er me steal; 
When I pass through my father’s farm, 
The stilly air sounds an alarm! 

My body floats through rain-washed fields, 
Where Time alone their secret shields. 


I am a ghost of yesterday 

Who skirts the fields on Life’s highway; 

I pluck a memory here and there 

From fairy life of mine once dear; 

The mysteries of Nature’s law, 

In silence burden me with awe; 

Friends who are gone from this old place, 
I am the ghost your footsteps trace! 
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WATERMELONS 


The sandy bottom soil was best 
For watermelons in a test 

For tasty pulp, like Rattlesnake, 
That gave no one the stomach-ache. 


We grew Kolb’s Gem and Kleckley’s Sweet; 
Gray Monarch, too, whose rich red meat, 
Perfumed the air for rods around 

With odor rich and well renowned. 


The melons ripe, the old crows knew, 

And chose the ones that largest grew; 

When man was on the job asleep, 

With their sharp bills they plugged them deep. 


These wise old birds were up to tricks, 

At first they shunned old clothes on sticks, 
And strings stretched o’er the green clad space, 
And gravels on the melon’s face. 


And human nature they well knew, 
They studied all that man can do; 

And when the harvest time was o’er 
The crows had got their share and more! 


In certain ways we best could tell, 
When in July they ripened well, 

‘The melons ripe from melons green, 
Some sounded dull, some sounded keen. 


We knew the melon was unripe, 

When thumping hard, it sharp did pipe; 
A sound that made our eyelids wink, 
When it spoke out, “J? turning pink!” 
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And then it made our hearts so sad 

To find a melon that was bad; 

In grave despair our hearts were sunk, 
When to a thump it whispered, “punk!” 


If curl was green or curl was dead, 

It mattered little, if it said, 

In answer to forefinger’s thump, 

The welcome words, “lump, plump, I’m plump!” 
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THE UPPER FORD 


The Upper Ford, 

Whose waters poured 
O’er ledges long of slippery stones, 
Sings songs of mirth in mellow tones, 
Sweet to the farmer’s harvest hoard. 


A snappy smack, 

A perfect track 
Of horse’s hoof made in the mud, 
In shady road, around which bud 


Bamboos a-standing in a pack. 


The pebbles round 

Make grating sound 
Beneath the hoofs and wagon tires; 
The water drips, each drop expires, 


The rippling waves the wheels surround. 


When in the stream, 

The panting team, 
Stops long enough to quench its thirst; 
Around two mouths the bubbles burst, 
Imprisoned air the winds redeem. 


The lead-horse still 
Pretends to fill 
His stomach’s thirsty cavity; 
He pauses long; behold, we see, 
He’s killing time, he dreads the hill! 


The crack of whip 

Round horse’s hip, 
Makes wagon wheels begin to roll; 
The water willows take their toll 
Of mud and sand that on them drip. 
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The creek’s soft scent 
Begets content, 
And emphasizes days of youth, 
When hearts are young, and heeded truth 
That Nature speaks, cares will prevent! 
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GREAT MULLEIN 


By roads and paths it takes its stand, 
And like a signboard there, 

Its blossoms shed throughout the land 
A message on the air; 

And when you touch its velvet hand, 
It drops a blossom fair. 


A prophet old that once foretold 
If sweethearts dear were true; 

Its seedspike bent, to grow, consoled, 
The heart that anxious grew; 
No growth, alas, the heart was cold, 

And fickle as the dew! 


It helps make happy childhood days, 
It roves about care free; 

When I go where its blossoms blaze, 
And its soft leaves I see, 

I utter worthy words of praise 
For thoughts that come to me. 
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THE LOCOMOTIVES OF YESTERDAY 


The railroad with its moving trains was my mind’s artery; 

The puffing, steaming engines large, were living things 
to see, 

That breathed the breath of life, and moved like creatures 
in the wild; 

They spurred ambition onward, and electrified the child! 

For I was one of them, who wished that I might own 
and run 

The largest engine ever built, from earth up to the sun! 


The track, a few rods to the east, had such an abrupt curve, 

That when the trains came steaming round, it made the 
engines swerve; 

The blacksmoke streamed above, the trembling engine 
wildly rocked, 

The old wood-burning type that ran with loads of hard- 
wood stocked; 

A clumsy stack it wore, much like the trousers of a clown, 

Since then, these odd smoke-stacks to naught have almost 
dwindled down. 


The railroad passed within a hundred feet where I was born, 

To watch the trains go speeding by was my first joy at 
morn; 

Between two roots of sycamore on top of red earth row, 

I watched the people strange from distant countries come 
and go; 

And often cows were caught a-grazing on the railroad track, 

I saw them hurled to death below by the engine’s strong 
impact. 


The wooden bridge below our house, the Chickamauga 
spanned, 
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With water barrels at each end standing in the sand; 

The old bridge-watchman in his chair, was found at duty’s 
post, 

But woe unto the brakeman’s head, today I see his ghost! 

Who standing on the train forgot to dodge the deathly 
traps, 

Such accidents occurred before the days of whipping-straps. 


I well remember when I first saw ice in summertime, 

It tumbled off a car, a-dripping cold and in its prime; 

I had not dreamed that man could do what seemed a hope- 
less feat; 

For then I did not know that he could cunning Nature beat! 

And sitting in my grandstand seat, it was a great event, 

To see the train pass by that hauled our country’s President. 


Those heavy trains of freight cars long, each closed with 
lattice door, 

With watermelons filled, such sights I could not quite 
ignore; z 

And how I longed for one to wreck, and in the middle burst 

And scatter its contents abroad to quench my summer thirst! 

But of the thousands of large melons marked with greenish 
stripe, 

None halted on their way,—I waited till our own were ripe. 


The fuel for the engines have been changed from wood 
to coal, 

Crossties have been enlarged, and heavy rails have gained 
control; 

With engines twice as heavy, pulling thrice as big a load 

As old wood-burning engines hauled along the old-time 
road; 

And passengers today, who go with safety and with ease, 

Do not appreciate the comforts and the luxuries! 
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WATER WILLOW 


Brave Water Willow, none can show 
A plant more hardy where you grow; 

You can’t be drowned in waters deep, 
For in wet beds you soundly sleep. 


You steal out where the banks begin 
And smiling boldly wade right in, 

And there you stand and twist about, 
While perch and trout swim in and out. 


The floods may come at any time, 
You’re ever ready, in your prime; 
Hot suns may shine into your face, 
You can’t be driven from the place. 


Now, oft I have in summer sat 

And watched you in a fierce combat 
With waves that twisted you around, 
And made you hold fast to the ground. 


When after floods your form is bent 
With stenching mud-mask sediment, 
A shower of raindrops large, and lo! 
Your leafy cheeks begin to glow. 


Upon your crest perch dragonflies, 
And in your bosom sometimes lies 
A water moccasin at rest; 

Above you swings a warbler’s nest. 


When seining, we know where to look 
For lusty trouts in pond and brook; 
We haul the seine up through your clan, 
And let the fishes flip the van! 
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Aquatic sprite, do tell us, pray, 

How in the fragrant month of May, 
You take sunshine and soft creek mud, 
And change them to a flower-bud? 
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THE OLD RAIL FENCE 


A splitter once went forth to split 
With maul and ax and wedge; 

The echo from each blow he hit, 
Brought crops near woodland’s edge. 


Black walnuts, oaks, and cedar trees 
Fell fast before his strokes; 

Of all the forest’s fit species, 
His choice was for the oaks. 


The worm was laid, the panels built, 
The storms might rage and blow, 

The old rail fence would never tilt 
Through fifty years of snow. 


Midst winter’s blasts and summer’s heat, 
The old rail fence remained 

E’er faithful to the growing wheat, 
And other crops contained. 


It was the chipmunk’s pleasure park, 
The squirrel’s long highway; 
An insect-zigzag Noah’s ark, 
Where birds and beetles stay. 


Each year the wasps went there in quest 
For wood pulp without flaws, 

To work into a paper nest 
With their small feet and jaws. 


A hog or cow in roguish glee, 
In spite of rails and props, 
Entered into society 
Of tender growing crops. 
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About the lichen covered rails 
Wild grapevines densely grew, 

And poison ivy bold, and snails 
Found climbing wholesome, too. 


Twas there the thrasher built her nest 
And safely raised her young; 

Twas there that berries ripening best 
Grew tempting to the tongue! 


? 
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HONEYDEW 


When I was young, the people said 
That honeydew fell from the skies, 
And settled on a leafy bed 
In easy reach of bees and flies. 


When it had formed, my heart was glad; 
I lapped the leaves in wildest greed, 
The quality was never bad,— 
It was a feast for me, indeed. 


Sometimes it was so densely found, 

That like the dewdrops bright and clear, 
When dripping thickly on the ground, 

It made dark sticky spots appear. 


Ants climbed the trees and sought this food, 
And honeybees and flies in swarms 

Came seeking it in manners rude; 
Some came to blows, some took up arms. 


A disappointment came to me 
In later life, and it appears 
‘That it is really best to be 
Unlearned, to free one’s self of cares. 


For had I known that honeydew 
Was a plant louse’s nectar-fund, 
Whose body small it passes through, 
The product sweet I would have shunned. 
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THE STRAWSTACK 


When wheat and oat stalks have been threshed, 
And straw is heaped in stacks, 

We'll be refreshed with grains enmeshed 
Within the fresh filled sacks. 


And when the straw has settled down, 
While cattle stand and eat, 
With faces brown, without a frown, 


We plan a sliding feat. 


So up the stack we nimbly climb, 
A-holding on with toes, 

Our voices chime, and echoes rhyme, 
With wheat chaff in the nose! 


The choicest time is sunset hour, 
To climb and tumble off 

From strawstack tower ’neath chaffy shower, 
And then we sneeze and cough. 


The cleanly scent of fresh strawstack 
‘Will well perfume the air; 

Our slippery pack and easy track, 
Will not our trousers tear. 


The old strawstack will wear away 
As winter onward speeds; 

It is sweet hay each winter day, 
For hungry mouths it feeds. 


In early spring, the dwarfish thing, 
That was a high strawstack, 

Is just a ring which winters bring, 
Where rots and cow’s feet pack. 
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Where once there stood these wonder mounds, 
Ive builded mental towers, 

Which I have crowned, with memory bound, 
Childhood’s most happy hours. 
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THRESHING WHEAT IN YESTER-YEARS 


The men had heaped the wheat in stacks, 
And covered each with wheatstraw roof; 

There were no leaks, there were no cracks, 
The old wheat stacks were water-proof. 


For many days the women talked 
Of busy times that were ahead; 
The frying chickens strangely stalked, 
As if they, too, the times did dread. 


And when the busy crowd arrived, 
They staked the thresher to the ground, 

The driver’s whips and screams revived, 
The horses as they moved around. 


The thresher then began to roar, 
Large bundles spread to it were fed, 
And when the feeder called for more, 
The bright crisp kernels outward sped. 


The driver made the keen whip crack, 
While threshing power was unwound; 
When I was set on the horse’s back, 
I rode an ancient merry-go-round! 


The chaff and straw made palates raw; 

The men who worked with pitchforks long, 
Neath floating dust could never draw 

Deep breaths, nor talk, nor sing a song! 


When lunch was served the working crew, 
No banquet ever it excelled; 

A richer food there never grew, 
No greater feast was ever held. 
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The threshing o’er, the straw in stacks, 
Lay glistening beneath the sun; 

The wheat was safely stored in sacks, 
All hearts were glad the work was done. 
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THE OLD RIFLE 


Long, and heavy, gaunt but true 
To the aims our fathers drew; 
In its forked limb’s high couch, 
Resting by the old shot pouch, 

Up above the door, with strength, 
It stretched out its fullest length. 


Where our progress has been made, 
Great importance it has played; 
Stock it killed and stock it saved, 
Massacres of old it braved; 

When it struck at forest beast, 

It brought ven’son for the feast. 


Powder, bullets, tough cloth patch, 
Always at the shooting match; 
Turkeys fat the marksmen craved, 
Sometimes rudely they behaved; 
He who hoped to win a prize, 
Had to hit close to the eyes. 


And they said it was “a shame,” 
To shoot the body of wild game! 
“Hit the eye or hit the head,” 
Was the slogan that they bred; 
Ammunition they didn’t waste, 
Luxuries weren’t theirs to taste. 


Grave as it may sometimes seem, 
Freedom’s soil it did redeem! 
Raised its voice at Lexington, 
Echoes died in Yorktown’s sun; 
Blessings rich now on it be, 
Though its voice speaks tragedy! 


[90] 


THE LONE WALNUT 


An early settler left it standing 
Out in a meadow green with grass, 
Where landscape views it was commanding, 
Of treeless hills where cornfields pass; 
The colts and cattle were a-grazing, 
While its large crops of nuts were made, 
And while the days with heat were blazing, 
We sought cool comfort in its shade. 


With bold determination, gravely, 
Through soil and open air events, 

It faithful stood on duty, and bravely 
It battled with the elements; 

Through floods and drouths that often met it, 
The full fat years, the lingering lean; 

When troubles grave sometimes did fret it, 
Its worries kept, unworn, unseen. 


When thunderstorms hung black around it, 
It boldly faced the lightning flash, 

And when the strokes did oft confound it, 
It stood tiptoe unto the lash; 

The lightning strokes it was devouring, 
Dispensing with the thunderbolts, 

That moved along, in death o’erpowering 
The horses, mules, and cows, and colts. 


A watchman through the long days dreary, 
For ninety years, to say the least, 

When man with problems wrestled, weary, 
It saved his life, also his beast; 

Its bark-slit side must ever carry 
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A dozen slitting scars, or more, 
To show the plowmen while they tarry, 
The strokes of lightning that it bore. 


Up its old trunk there once ascended 
A trumpet vine that sought sunshine, 
And though its limbs with winds contended, 
It ne’er complained, it ne’er did pine; 
And thus its life has been a power, 
For deeds unselfish cannot die; 
And as its top did skyward tower, 
It turned man’s thoughts up to the sky. 
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ROASTING EARS 


Plump roasting ears 

That cornstalk bears, 

With silks from ends a-waving, 
While on the march 

Store precious starch 

That man and beast are craving. 


Corn husks grow tough 

While muskrats stuff 

Themselves with raw grains tender; 
When squirrel comes, 

And with corn chums, 

He is its chief offender. 


When ears are plucked, 

And have been shucked, 

And placed in pot a-boiling, 

Then buttered right, 

And salted light, 

Make food that’s worth hard toiling. 
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CHEAT 


Wheat, wheat, wheat! 

A-growing in the cold and sleet; 

The winter wraps you in snow-sheet, 
And then when comes a spewing freeze, 
Your life is snuffed out in the breeze. 


Spring, spring, spring! 

What wonders do you ofttimes bring? 
For lo! the sights of wheatfields sting 
When promised grain has disappeared, 
And crops of weeds their heads have reared! 


Chance, chance, chance! 

Your seeds lay long, and now you prance; 
The looks of fields you don’t enhance, 
And sleeping soundly in repose, 

When wheat was killed your hosts arose! 


Cheat, cheat, cheat! 

Your object’s one of pure deceit; 
Your thievish work you will repeat, 
And make the farmer, in conceit, 
Believe his wheat has turned to cheat! 
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LAYING-BY THE CORN 


The turning plow is standing in the shed, 
The twisters have retired until next year; 
The sharp-toothed harrows are as still as dead, 

The idle hoes at worn-out plowstocks stare. 


Upon the double-shovel is bestowed 
An honor work in July’s sultry morn, 
The final job to crops that have been hoed,— 
The happy task of “laying-by” the corn. 


The long corn blades’ rough edges, like a saw, 
The horse’s back they lash, and rake his face; 
The rows of corn make useless “gee” and “haw,” 

A trace-chain knocks a stalk from out its place. 


Adown the rows a host of heat-waves dance; 
While at the end, we stop our horse to turn, 
Sweat bees and tassel flies begin to prance, 
As if the sunshine did their bodies burn. 


Amidst the cornfield green while all is still, 
Where rambling pumpkin vines begin to hie, 

A frightened blacksnake races up the hill, 
And sooty tumblebugs go droning by. 


A rusty coated toad, disturbed in mind, 

When e’er the plow throws earth upon his nose, 
A small stream leaves, and hops away to find 

A safe retreat where clover densely grows. 


The perspiration flows from the horse’s sides, 

He chews the bits and bites the corn blades nigh; 
Upon his back a horsefly calmly sits, 

A swish of tail,—the keen cut knocks it high. 
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The water-jug into the ground is sunk, 
With nothing visible save the neck and top, 
And when its contents cool are being drunk, 
A farewell tune it gurgles to the crop. 
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FRUIT 


Dewberries growing in old fields, 
Blackberries by the lane; 

The woodland’s acid soil well yields 
The huckleberries train. 


Pears, apples, peaches soft, and plums, 
The orchard sky will fleck; 

When these become the children’s chums, 
Their bosoms they bedeck. 


The inorganic matter met, 
From earth and heaven’s face; 

A miracle that’s with us yet, 
Fruit is their trysting place! 


Ripe fruit holds Time within its grasp, 
Here is the future that 

Sunshine has bound by liquid hasp, 
That elements combat! 
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BROTHERS 


Brothers who fight battles with corn cobs, 
Learn of justice,—its pulsating throbs; 
Baseball games we played without umpires, 
Days and nights we fought the forest fires; 
Swimmings in the rocky creek we took, 
Fishing, too, all day with line and hook; 
Anger never for each other deep, 

After frays came laughter and sweet sleep. 


Loyalty mong men was never prized, 
Till a common cause was recognized; 
Pure unselfishness ne’er came about 
Until brothers helped each other out; 
Grave disputes first settled amiably, 
Brought the gift of rare diplomacy; 
Wisdom’s worthy counsel had its birth 
In advent of brothers on the earth. 


In the foremost families of men, 

Virtue’s revived in each citizen; 

From my brothers, I learned at great length, 
What unselfishness, will power, and strength 
‘That concord in human families meant; 
Our co-operation brought content; 

These and other virtues slowly grew 

In our hearts, and made character true! 
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SISTERS 


They were sent as mother’s special agents 
To aid her in shaping well the clay 

Of her sons whose natures were wayward, 
With dispositions to go astray; 

Patiently they taught us to be noble, 
Manly, chivalrous, upright, and kind; 

And by pointing to the sweet in Nature, 
Humble hearts in us were thus designed. 


Their association left us with polish, 
Their wise counsel oft kept us from sin; 
A touch of refinement they gave us, 
With hearts full of sunshine within; 
*T was a mother’s goodness well extended, 
Flowing ever down the stream of years; 
An influence for good that ne’er ceases, 
For from sisters, words of love one hears. 


Long I revel in a sister’s patience, 
Heroines with characters that shine 
With the lustre of the stars at midnight, 
And a sweetness that’s strangely divine; 
With a beauty that’s radiantly glorious; 
Memories of them are as spring showers; 
Noble deeds of theirs they make immortal, 
And as fragrant as springtime’s first flowers, 
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OUR PLAYHOUSE 


Where shrubs grow rank, 
And woods are dense, 
With green-leaf bank 
For our high fence, 
Through spots above sunshine gives light, 
This makes the choicest playhouse site. 


The leaflets dead 
Are raked away, 
And in their stead 
We quickly lay 
Mushrooms, toadstools, the violets blue, 
Sweet Williams and some bluets, too. 


The reindeer moss, 

And moss with beard, 
Fernmoss with gloss, 

Which hearts have cheered, 
And dear Cladonia’s crested heads 
Become our herd of chigger-reds. 


Old nuts, pine cones, 
And acorn cups, 
And sticks and stones 
For watch-dog pups, 
And biscuits made of grains of corn; 
The treefrog blows the dinner horn. 


Our lamp, a flower; 
Rugs, lichens pure; 
Toadstools are our 
Chief furniture; 
Our beds are made of old bird’s nests, 
Toads, ants and bees are our sole guests. 
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In graceful way 
With green-leaf crown, 
At close of day 
In vernal gown, 
We crown our queen in garlands green, 
The fairest sight that we have seen. 


When in the lap 

Of Mother Earth 
Ourselves we wrap, 

And learn our worth, 
Achievements greatest we will see 


In sight of God will playthings be! 
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FARM WEEDS 


The Poor Joe in the meadow, 
The Plantain in the yard, 

Dog Fennel by the roadside, 
These lightly we regard. 


But woe when Morning Glories 
Round corn begin to twist, 

And Cockleburs by thousands, 
In bottom land persist. 


With Dodder in the clover, 
Corn Cockle in the wheat, 

Saw Briers in the oatfield, 
All these are hard to beat. 


Cow Itch Vine on the hillside, 
Crab Grass beside the corn, 
Plump Purselane in the garden, 
Young weeds each moment born. 


Wild Onions in the bottom, 
Wild Garlic growing, too, 

Bold Ragweeds without manners 
Make sweaty work to do. 


The Pigweeds and Fly Poison 
Will in the garden grow; 
The hogs will eat the former, 
The latter makes flies go. 


We kill the Morning Glories 
All day with plow and hoe; 

We wrestle long with Crab Grass— 
How dampness makes it grow! 
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We dig deep for Saw Briers, 
Removing their large roots, 
And Cow Itch Vine, we capture 

Its underground recruits. 


With zeal we pull up Ragweeds, 
And jerk out Cockleburs 

Until our hands are blistered,— 
We walk about like curs! 


Day after day we struggle 
With weeds, with zeal and zest; 
We slay them by the thousands,— 
They never give us rest. 
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ASHES 


We sit around the open fire, 
Long after we have dined, 

And watch the crackling wood conspire, 
With brightest flames combined, 

To drive the colder currents higher, 
Until the air is kind. 


The outside walls oft crack with cold, 
When blasts a-moaning blow; 

The house is felt to quake and scold, 
While howling wind-waves show 
Frost-figures of some fern leaves old, 

On panes as bright as snow. 


About the hearth we pop the corn, 
And riddles rare propose; 

Each fleeting moment there is born, 
A fairy sprite who'll close 

Heart-doors against the gloom and scorn, 
And in each heart repose. 


‘The morning dawns with blizzards gone, 
But in the fireplace still 

The ashes stay, and lying on 
The floor is laughter’s thrill 

That died when we began to yawn, 
And winter lost his chill. 


Pure ashes gray, just what are they? 
The ghost of an oak tree, 

That in our fireplace burning lay, 
Which made the cold air flee, 

And drove the chill from out our way, 
And left us happy, free! 
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_ Its brothers in our timbered walls 
For sixty years have stood, 

And held the warmth within our halls, 
And blessed our babyhood ; 

While just one night with it recalls, 
Tt lost the name of “wood.” 
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THE GROWING CORN 


A fertile soil with top oft stirred, 
And sunshine, rain, and air; 

The favors of a trusty bird,— 
How richly corn will fare! 


But cow-itch vine and sassafras, 
Rough buttonweed, ragweed, 

And e’er persistent, tough crab-grass, 
Will come and dine with greed. 


The cutworm, budworm, rust and smut, 
And scores of other foes, 

Will come before the stalks are cut, 
And add unto its woes. 


With weapons bravely drawn, we stand 
Against its enemy, 

For its career we thus command, 
And success guarantee. 


Soon winds will make its tassels bend, 
Soon shiny silks will blow, 

Suspended from the shoot’s sharp end, 
O’erhanging blades below. 


There is a silk for every grain, 
And should I pluck just one, 
When grains mature, there will remain 
One less for what I’ve done. 


When comes the cool September days, 
And its brief race is run, 

We'll give it warmest words of praise, 
For victory it has won. 
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MEMORY OF DOGS 


Old Fill, a joyous, jolly natured friend, 
How many merry romps and walks we took 
Along the woodland path beside the brook, 
For truer friend, no lines were ever penned. 


Old Rover, rawboned, marked with leopard spots, 
Who went with me regardless of the weather, 
We learned our lessons well in life together,— 

I helped him bury food in garden plots. 


Old Tramp, a frisky, flap-eared, friendly fellow; 
Long, gaunt, a faster sprinter was not met; 
In memory, he romps around me yet, 

With color yellow; his hoarse bark, a bellow! 


Old Huse, my little bright-eyed busy chum, 

Who liked to ride with me on horse’s back, 

Chased game by sight, from scent he could not track; 
But I can scarcely say that he was dumb. 


When I lose faith in some dishonest men; 
When people prove untrue, and friends have fled, 
Tis in these lonely hours that tears are shed, 
And tender thoughts turn to my dogs again! 


The greed for gain or power could never cheat 
Me out of their friendship, for by my side, 
They loyally lived and they never lied! 
Nor pain, nor want could drive them from my feet. 


The lure of gain, of power, and pleasure will 
Cause men to desert their lifelong friends; 
A dog will sacrifice, until life ends, 

For man, his life, his food, and hunts that thrill! 
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RETROSPECTION 


In a pasture lot 
A mile away, 
In the sunshine hot, 
Where sunbeams play, 
A farm horse stands beneath a shade, 
And looks upon the hay crop made. 


When he hears the click 
Of mower blades, 
Where the grass grows thick, 
And landscape fades, 
His thoughts go back to former years, 
He sheds a stream of equine tears. 


Just five years ago 
There lived with him, 
Six horse-friends, and so 
The sight is grim; 
He thinks as he looks o’er field and lawn, 
“Now, why grow hay, with horses gone?” 


In the meadow green, 
The men at work, 
Where mowers convene, 
Have no lines to jerk; 
They have no need for “gee” or “haw,” 
Another force their mowers draw. 


The harsh, grating noise, 
And engine’s purr, 
Bring to farmer boys 
Thoughts void of blur, 
Of bareback rides to the swimming hole, 
A pleasure spot that has a soul. 
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And the teardrops steal 
Far down their cheeks, 
For they lonely feel, 
And each one speaks 
In loving terms of his horse-friend, 
Who helped him once the crops to tend. 


In a pasture lot, 
A mile away, 
In the sunshine hot, 
Where sunbeams play, 
An old horse stands beneath a shade, 
And looks out on the hay crop made. 


[109] 


THE OLD APPLE TREE 


It looked somewhat old when I saw it last; 

Its branches gnarled bore records of the past; 
But they held tightly to some mummied fruit, 
A mushroom was growing on a root; 

The bark was perforated with deep holes, 
Where small sap-sucker’s bill had taken tolls; 
*T was neatly gowned in grayish lichen dress, 
But gray locks seemed to cause it no distress. 


While sitting there beneath its friendly shade, 
I thought about the apples it had made; 
Although a hundred years had passed away 
Since this old tree first saw the dawn of day, 
It still was feeding people as of old, 

And much of its ripe fruit was being sold; 
And underneath its fragrant blooming boughs, 
Two lovers once had made some solemn vows. 


A mower recently had shorn the ground, 

And here and there an apple ripe was found 
A-sticking on a stubble sharp and strong, 

And other fruit was lodged up in a prong; 

Those green, oblate ripe apples, flecked with spots 
Of black, with many tiny purple dots,— 

A thousand thoughts of boyhood days returned,— 
A child again! My childish fever burned! 


Here where my trouser pockets often swelled 
To utmost limit, and my stomach held 

A mass of apple pulp and bubbling juice, 
When stomach-aches were of such little use! 
And thus I waddled off in an awkward way, 
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I was too full for work, too plump for play; 
And, like a chipmunk with its acorn crop, 
My fruit I stored when it began to drop. 


The yellow jackets would for cider beg, 

A hornet sometimes stung me on the leg; 

The chickens pecked the apples in the grass, 
And left the pieces rotting in a mass; 

Brass kettles and ripe apples in their prime, 
All meant to us the good old apple-butter-time! 
While stirring with a paddle in the heat, 

The boiling butter sputtered on my feet! 


And though this tree couldn’t walk from place to place, 
Our neighbors were acquainted with its face; 

Its full blown cheeks, and fruit were good to see, 

It well deserves love in sincerity; 

Now, when it comes to honoring our heroes, 

I know one,—and before the records close, 

Your medals bring, let them the best ones be, 

And pin them on my childhood’s apple tree! 
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THE FARM INCARNATED 


An animated lump of clay 
Am I, with Thought upon the throne, 
Charged with a voice whose richest tore 
Tells cf a life of yesterday 
With its delights and treasured charm, 
When I was living on the farm. 


At first I owned a plastic mind, 
And when the storms and calms appeared, 
They left their deep impressions seared; 
My nature well with them combined, 
And smiles and frowns were thus in me 
Born to exist eternally. 


Though born to love, yet hate I knew; 
Sunshine each day my nature craved, 
But bitterness my heart engraved; 

My body kept the records true, 

In both a sad and cheerful tone, 

I was a living graphophone. 


My thoughts and deeds must now reflect 
The floods, the storms, the trees, the hills, 
The birds, the flowers, the springs, the rills, 

And objects lowly and erect, 

For I became without consent 

A product of environment. 


Time’s plowshare furrows deep my cheeks, 

The cares are many that he brings, 

I drink the water from foul springs, 
Grave error-drifts float down my creeks; 
The scum of ponds is my reward, 

And disappointments I record. 
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But flowers rich my path perfume, 
My work brings gladness year by year, 
The songs of birds are mine to hear; 
Sweet voices cheer my darkest room; 
The good and bright by far outshine 
The gloom and sorrows deep of mine. 


A plastic mind and spirit, too, 

Are films unexposed, unknown; 

One season only is their own. 
Mine grasped the things that round them grew: 
I am the incarnation here 


Of father’s farm I loved so dear! 


[113] 


as Po va 7 


o. sare. 


ver - 
Bs Berge = 8 


ee! 


DATE DUE 


may | 9 [978 
i 


A53 My father’ 


Ps Walker, 


Robert Sparks 


s farm. 


a 


PIEDMO 


‘Obert 


wll viii” 


10104288 


eee 


SSE 


